The Pky of 

At that, would make me glad ? 

King. Yea Miftris^re you fo peremptorie? 

I am glad on’t with all my heart, 

lie tame you; lie bring you in fubieclion. jlfide. 

Will you not,hauingmy confent, 

Bellow your loue and your affections, 

Vpon a Stranger? who for ought I know , 

May be (nor can I thinke the contrary) A fide. 

As greatin blood as I my felfe : 

Therefore, heare you Midris, either frame 
Your will to mine : and you fir,heare you; 

Either be rul’d by mee,or He make you, 

Man and wife : nay come, your hands, 

And lippes mull fealeittoo : and being ioynd. 

He thus your hopes dedroy.andfor further griefc s 
God giue you ioy ; what are you bothpleafed ? 

Tha. Yes, if you loue me fir? 

Teri. Euen as my life.my blood thatfoflers it. 

King. What are you both agreed? 

Ambo. Yes, if’tpleafe your Maiedie. 

King. Itpleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed, 
And then with what hafle you can, get you to bed» Sxcunt* 


Enter (joWer. 

Now fleepe y flacked hath the rout, 

No din but fnorcs about the houfe, 
Made louder by the orefed bread, 

Of this mod pompous maryage fiead 
ThcCatte with cyne of burning cole, 
Now coutches from the Moufes hole; 
And Cricket fmg at the Owens mouth; 
Are theblyther for their drouth : 
Hymn hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Whereby the Ioffe of maydenhead, 

A Babe is moulded be ; attent, r • 


Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

And Time that is fo briefly fpent, 

Wi th your fine fancies q uain tl y each, . 

What’s dumbe in lhew,Pleplaine with (peach. 

Enter Pericles and Symonides at one dore toith attendants, 
a Me finger meet es t bem,hnee/es andgiues Pericles aletter, 
Pericles Jhcwes it Syinonides, the Lords k>ieele to him$ 
then enter Thayfa with child , frith Lichorida a nurfe, 
the King fliewes her the letter , fhe reioyces : [he and Pericles 
tah? Itaue of her father, and depart. 

By many a dearne and paincfiill pearch 
Of P try ties the carefull fearch, 

By thefower oppofing Crignes, 

Which the world togeather ioynes. 

Is made With all due diligence, 

That horfe and fayle and hie expence. 

Can fteed the qued at lad from T yrei 
Fame anfwcring the mod drangc enquire, 

To’th Court ofKing Symottida , 

Are Letters brought, the tenour thefe ; 
tMntiochm and his daughter dead, 

Themen of Tyr tts, on tbehead 
O fHelycams would feton 
The CrowncofJyre, but he will none % 

Thcmutanie, hee there hades t’oppreffe, 

Sayes to’em, ifKing Pericles 
Come not home in twife fixe Moones, 

He obedient to their doomes. 

Will take the Crowne : thefummeofthis. 

Brought hither to Texlapolis, 

Iranyihcd the regions round. 

And cuery one with claps can found. 

Our heyre apparant is a King : 

Who dreampt? who thought offucha thin 0- ? 

Briefe he mud hence depart to Tyre, 

His Queen e with child, makes her defil e, 
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